But that itbearc this tria.ll, andlaft louc: 

Thca at the expiration of they care. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe deferts. 
And by this Virgin Palme, now kilting thine, 

I will he thine : and till that inlfant (hut 
My wofull felfc vp in a mourning houfe. 

Raining the teares of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou doe denie , let our hands part. 

Neither ihtitlcd in the others heart. 

Kiril If this, or more then this I would deaie. 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heart isin thy breft. 

Bcr. And what to me my Loue? and what to me? 
Rofc. You muft be purged too, your Gns are rack’d. 
You are attaint with faults and periurie: 

Therefore if you my fauour meane to get, 

A tvvelue in on€th (hall you fpcnd 5 and ncucr refl^ 

Butfeekethe weariebedsof people ficke. 

Du. But what to me myX©u£? hut vvhatto me. 
KAt. A wife? a beard, fairehealtb, and honeftie, 
With three- fold loue, I with you all tfeelc three. 

Bn. O (hall 1 fay, I thankeyou gentle wife? 

Kat. Notfo my Lord,atwcluemoneth and a d3y. 
He marke no words that fmoothfac’d wooers fay. 
Come when the King doth to my Ladie come : 
Then if I haue much loue. He giucyou foroe. 

Bum. lie ferue thee trueand faithfully till them 
jCath. Yetfweare not leaft ye beforfworueagen. 
Lon. Whatfaies Maria ? 

OMari. Atthetweluemonethscnd, 

He change my blacke Gowne,for a faithful! Friend. 
Lon. He ftay with patience : but the time is long- 
Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 

Her. Studies my Lady t Mifliefle, looke on me, 
JBeholdthc window of my heart, mure eye : 

What humble fuite attendsthy anfwcre there, 
Impofe fomc feruicc on me for my lone 
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Rof. Oft haue Ihe'.jdof you my Lord Berowne^ 
Before I faw you and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimcsyou for a man repleate with mockes, 
Fuilofctmpjrifons and wounding floute* : 

Which you on all eftates will execute, * 

Tliat lie within the merev of your wit. 

To weed this Worroe wood from your fruitfull braine. 
And therewithal! to win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which lam nottobewon: 

You (hall thistweimonech cermefrom day to day, 

Vilite the fpeechleffe ficke, and {till conuerfe 
With groaning wretches: and your<agke fhall be. 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit. 

To enforce the pained impotent to finite. 

Ber. To moue wilde laughter in the throate of death ? 
It cannot be, it is impoflible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foulc in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choafce a gibing fpirir, 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue tofooles; 

A iefls profperitie lies in the earc 
OF him that heares it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if fickfy cares, 

Dcaft with the clamors of their ownc deare groncf. 

Will heare your idle fcornes ; continue then, 

Andl willhaue you, and that fault withall. 

But if they will not, throw away iliac [pint. 

And I (hall finde you emptie of that fault, 

Sight ioyfull of your reformation. 


7 . -n VVVU'.UCMUWnaC Will DCt 

Ileicft a tweluemoncth in an Hofpitall. 

1 fweec my Lord, and fo I take my ieaue. 

No Madam, wc will bring you on your wav 
Ber, Our wooing doth not end like an old Play a 
iacle hath not Gill : thefe -ladies cumlie 
oligm wellhaucmade our Iport a Comedic. 

.Aud^s^; w *“* cwtiua "»“ h 

Scr * l‘5t’s coo longfor a play. 


